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time. ... It is 'Thank you Mr. Atkins' and all the rest
of it. Hints for peace terms are not welcomed. Honest
brokers are turned down, pike and carronnade are the
winning cards. After two years of the Crimea we were
just in our stride, and were disgusted that the French
were tired. In this terrible war that we have seen, the
uttermost resources of the Empire were invoked, and up
to the very end more and more surprises were corning to
hand, more and more hidden resources, and the Army
would have gone to Berlin. British shipping was bringing
the fruits of all the earth into the field as well as all the
nations.

That is how we have done it in the past, luck, pluck
and Providence have seen us through, laughing like Powder
Monkey Jim at the fun of it, even as we buried the dead.
But those days are gone, and while we preach peace and
disarmament, the winged death can get both at our shores
and our shipping. It is essential to put the Air menace
on safer terms forthwith. It is essential to see that there
are enough commerce-protecting ships and planes.

If the country won't do it the Lady Houstons will! The
subject of what we want is pursued in the next chapter.

But with ships and planes is it essential to struggle
hard to keep the Peace Machine at Geneva in working
trim?

More curious, however, than our easy after-manners,
more remarkable than the bulldog grip, when the nation
is aroused, is a very different trait bred of some nasty strain,
some c whoring after Moab/ in the national make up.
This YaUer Streak must be explored for it is a good deal in
evidence the last twelve years, both individually and
nationally, perhaps because the best men who should now
be leading us, lie dead in the *sk foot of land that is for
ever England'.